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David awoke with a start. He was drenched in a cold sweat, hair sticking to his forehead and face. He wasn't 
soaked in a good way, like the way he felt after a killer show, or after a night with Dave. He felt slimy, his 
clothes clinging uncomfortably to his body. His heart was beating wildly, like he had just ran from a monster, 
and he reached blindly for his redhead, only to remember he was alone. He stifled a whimper, and despite being 
covered in sweat, he pulled the covers tight around him. He tried his hardest not to make a noise, he didn't 
want to wake his roommate. As wild as Dave's glares and stares could get, nothing was compared to the way 


that that guy looked at him sometimes. He shuddered despite himself. 


He couldn't get back to sleep, the invisible monster from his mind constantly chasing his dreams away. He got 
up slowly, his muscles and bones screaming in protest. He bit his lip until it almost bled, trying to be quiet. He 
stripped off his soggy clothes, leaving them in a smelly pile, and groped around for a new pair of boxers. The 


sweat was starting to dry on his skin, making his flesh rise in goosebumps. He shivered, and slid on his boxers 


along with some sweatpants. He reached in between his mattress, and pulled out a t-shirt he stashed there. He 
had brought it incase of an emergency, and he didn't think he would need it only two days after arriving, but 
David eagerly pulled the worn fabric to his face, inhaling Dave's smell. He quickly pulled it over his head, the 
sensation of being surrounded by the manly scent of Dave making him feel slightly better. He also grabbed the 


treatment center issued robe, grasping it tight around himself. 


He shuffled slowly over to the door, slowly because his body felt like it had aged 50 years in the past 24 
hours, and once again so he wouldn't wake his inquisitive roomie. Once he was out in the hallway, he leaned 
heavily against the door he had just shut, letting out a long, shuddering breath he hadn't realized he was 
holding. 


Slowly, using the walls for support, Junior made his way down to the common room. On the way, he stumbled 
and groaned. He was down on his knees a few times, clutching his stomach tightly, fighting back nausea and 
vomit. But after what seemed an eternity, but in reality was only about 20 minutes, he reached his 
destination. 

David grabbed the phone from the side table, and pulled it onto the couch with him. He was laying on his side, 
facing in toward the couch cushions, his knees pulled up in a sort of fetal position, cradling the phone to his 
chest. He took the receiver off the hook, and slowly punched in that familiar set of numbers. He waited, ring 
after ring, and was about to give up, when middle of the ninth, he got answered. 

"Yeah, what!?" Was growled from the other end, festivities of a loud party could be heard in the background. 


Junior whimpered, "Dave..2" 


"Junior?" Dave's voice had softened considerably and David could almost picture his face by the concerned 


Tone. 
David squeezed his eyes shut tightly, and replied, "Dave. 
He let out a choked sob. His voice thick with unshed tears, he continued. "l, | miss you so much, Dave!" 


He heard Dave sigh into the phone, "Yeah, | know, Junior.. | miss you, too.. Hey, fucker! Put that shit down, it's 


mine! Umm.. Look, Junior, | gotta run, |." 


But Junior interrupted him, his voice filled with desperation, "Please, Dave!" He let another sob be wretched 


from his throat. 


Dave sighed again, and David could hear some shuffling, the background noise slowly fading, and the sound of a 


door shutting could be heard across the line. 


‘Okay, what is it, Junior?" He asked, trying but failing to mask his frustration and impatience. 


David took a deep, steadying breath, and answered in meek voice. 

‘| miss you, Dave.. And, it hurts. It hurts so bad!" He twirled the phone cord around his fingers nervously. 
"And, this guy l'm roomed with, he.. He, looks at me weird! And | can't sleep.." He lets the tears fall freely now. 
"And, and.. | miss you, miss the way you touch me.. | can't sleep any more and all | do is think about you! | 
wish you were here with me." He trailed off, his sniffling the only thing filling the silence. 


"You know | can't do that, Junior.." Dave replied wearily. 


"P-please, Dave.. | get so cold at night, don't you get cold? We could do this together, and. and | wouldn't have 


to touch myself anymore and think about you, ‘cause you would actually be here, and." 
"You think about me when you jerk it?" Dave asked, amusement laced with lust evident in his voice. 
David blushed and nodded. 


"Huh?" Dave asked. 


He replied quickly, realizing he was on the phone. "Oh, oh. Uh, yeah. | do.." He then quietly admitted, curling 


more into himself on the couch. He then had an idea. 


"Wherever | can't fall asleep, which is like always," He laughed lightly, "I think about what you would do to me if 


you were here." He trails off invitingly, trailing his free hand down to his boxers. 

"Yeah?" Dave breathes, "Are you thinkin’ about it now..2" 

David smiles, but moans into the phone. "Mmm... Yes!" 

Dave groans, and demands: "Tell me what yer thinking about, Junior... Tell me, baby... 

Junior easily concedes. "If you were here, you'd be with me on the couch. And you'd.. You'd hold me close. And 
you'd feel how hard | am for youl" He gave himself a stroke, and moaned for emphasis. He let Dave take the 
lead, let Dave think he was in charge.. But Junior knew that he was really the one manipulating the 
conversation. 

"You Touching yourself now, Junior?" 

‘Mmhmm.." He whimpered. "Through my shorts. Ah, ah! Your hands are bigger than mine, Dave.. It, it doesn't 
feel the same. Ohh.. Nhg, | wish you were here with me." Breathy moans escaped his mouth and made their 


way to Dave's ears. 


David was honestly turned on. Despite the pain he felt in his joints, he kept rubbing himself through his pants. 


Hearing Dave's voice and wearing his shirt and smelling him all around himself, it was almost like he was really 


there. He panted heavily into the phone, and was surprised to hear heavy panting from Dave in return. 

" Dave?" He asked cautiously. He got a grunt in reply. 

"Don't you wish you were here? With me?" He whimpered again, and began stroking faster. 

A strangled "Fuck." was slipped out. 

"We couldn't really do it in my room, but.. but there's this janitor's closet." He slipped his hands inside his 
boxers. "And | checked the lock, you could easily pick it. God, Dave..” He bit his lip around a moan, "I want you, 


want you here. Wish you were here to fuck me in it!" 


David stroked himself vigorously now, desperately, and was egged on by the slip-sliding sound of Dave 
massaging himself as well across the line. 


David asked in a small voice, "Don't you wanna fuck me, Dave?" He whimpered. 
"God, Junior, I'd fuck you so hard.. Fuck, you would really have some aches to complain about." 
‘Oh, Daavvee.." He let out, body tensing painfully, as he shot his load into his hand and shorts. 


David heard his loud moan in his ear, and knew that Dave had also cum. Heavy breathing was the only thing 
they exchanged for a few moments, waiting for their hearts to stop beating so fast. 


David brought his dirty fingers to his lips, and slurped loudly, making sure Dave heard. 
"My cum doesn't taste the same as yours, either." He muttered, smirking. 

"Where.." Dave started, still catching his breath, "Where is this rehab center again?" 
David chuckled softly, and rattled off the center's details. 

"Okay, yeah. I'll come visit you." 

"Mmmkay," David murmured, now sated and happily drowsy. "I'll call you tomorrow okay?" 
"K, Junior." 

"Love you, Dave." He said, the smile on his face clear in his voice. 

"You, too, babe. Bye." 


Junior hung up the phone, and clambered off the couch. Despite his sticky boxers, his protesting bones, and his 


stiff muscles, he still smiled. 


He knew getting Dave to visit was more than half the battle. Once Dave got a glimpse of him, got a taste, 
David knew he wouldn't be able to leave. A strategy he'd only be able to use once, but for now, getting sober 


had never been so much fun. 


